Tower. There was no reason why I should give one
answer rather than the other. I went.
Over dinner I discovered that his name was Freddie
and that he wrote scenarios for the pictures. He was
tall, with curling moustaches and bright brown eyes,
and might have stepped from a London Transport
advertisement of the mashers of the Naughty Nineties.
The fingers of his small hands curled back at the tips
and he talked in a soft voice with a slight American
accent. I found that he knew Mr. Ingram, the artist
friend of my stepfather's whom I had met down in the
country with the Browns, and I began to feel that he
was less a pick-up than an old acquaintance. He didn't
force drink on me, but I drank a good deal and by the
end of dinner it must have been plain that I wasn't fit
to go home by myself. He was staying in the hotel
above the restaurant, and when we had finished eating
he took me up to his room. There was only one large
bed.
"You'd better sleep here, child," he said. "I
shan't molest you, don't you worry." He didn't. He
gave me a pair of his own striped silk pyjamas and
turned out the light and we went to sleep.
uSee here, child, I like you," he told me nest morn-
ing when we had finished breakfast in bed. *'I*ve just
made two hundred out of a film; there's no point in
letting it rust away in the bank. You come and live
with me while it lasts. Keep on your rooms, because
it won't last for ever, and give up your silly job and
run along and get your things and come back here/*
He gave me a five-pound note and an American five-
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